THE EVE OF  PEACE
Beaming, she opened her arms wide and embraced
and kissed Julia Dmitriyevna, who felt confused, and
pecked at Fama awkwardly with her hard lips,,..
She took her place with Suprugov in a second class
compartment in an express; they would be travelling
together for thirty-six hours.
If Julia Dmitriyevna's feelings had not been in such a
state of chaos the passenger compartment would have
struck her as being very dirty and neglected after her
own snowy hospital surroundings; the seats were dusty,
the electric light was dim, the netting of the luggage
rack was in holes, and feathers were coming out of the
thin pillows which the conductor brought them. But
fastidious and orderly as she was, this time it was a
matter of indifference to her.
It was evening when they left Suprugov immediately
began to prepare for the night and after making a few
remarks to Julia Dmitriyevna fell peacefully asleep. She
also lay down, but sleep was far from her. Never before
had she been so close to a man whom she loved—only
the tiny table separated them. On the upper berths
some unknown men were sleeping—army men to judge
by the boots standing on the floor.
She lay wakeful, staring upwards, shaking with the
vibration of the train, thinking how many men there
were in the country, young and old, sick and healthy,
and not one among them all who had wanted to share
with her his man's life, his man's heart. Suprugov lay
with his back to her, she could see his neatly clipped
nape and the sleeve of his striped shirt lying on the
blanket, and suddenly she realized that he was for ever
remote from her, that it was all dreams, mirage, woman's
foolishness. She felt so unhappy that she longed to cry,
but that was something she did not know how to do.
In the morning he rose unconcernedly, calmly
Ignorant of the fact that she had spent a wakeful night
on his account. He offered her eau-de-cologne when he
went to wash, prepared sandwiches for her, and talked
with her so politely, so respectfully, that she glowed
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